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fingers. The strong wind that blew seemed to shrivel the skin as it touched us. The grass was burned down into the roots, and we had no more of it that season. This wind lasted for two hours, and we could not keep back apprehensions at the strange occurrence. After that, during the summer, as we walked over the little space allowed us, our shoes were cut by the crisp brown stubble, and the sod was dry and unyielding tinder our feet. As far as we could see, the scorched earth sent up over its surface floating waves of heated atmosphere. No green thing was left. The only flowers that had not been scorched out of existence were the soap plants, which have a sword-like stalk, out of which grow the thick, creamy petals of its flower. The roots that extend for many feet in all directions near the surface of the noil, enable it to secure moisture sufficient to keep it alive. The only other flower wan the blue-bell, which dotted a hill where we were accustomed to climb in order to command a better view of the country in our efforts to discover the scouts with the mail. OIK*, can scarcely imagine how hungrily wo Crazed at those little blossoms. They swung lightly on their cunningly fashioned stem a, that Bwayedand tossed the tiny a/,urc cups, but withstood the strongest wind. J cannot nee even a sketch of that flower now without thinking how grateful we were for thorn out there in that stripped and almost " (loci-forgotten " land. When wo threw ourselves on the turf among them, the little bolls almost scorned'to us to ring out a tiny sound, UH if they were saying, in flowery cadence, "The band that made im m divine.11